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nothing, except a swelling throb of gratitude,, or
a deep-felt sentiment of veneration.

Mrs. Burns, Madarn, is the Identical woman
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When she first found herself " as women wish
to be who love their lords," as I loved her
nearly to distraction, we took steps for a pri-
vate marriage. Her parents got the hint; and
not only forbade me her company and the
house, but, on my rumoured "West-Indian voy-
age, got a warrant to put me in jail till I
should find security in my about-to-be paternal
relation. You know my lucky reverse of for-
tune. On my eclatant return to Mauchline, I
was made very welcome to visit my girl. The
usual consequences began to betray her; and
as I was at that time laid up a cripple in Edin-
burgh, she was turned, literally turned out of
doors: and I wrote to a friend to shelter her
till my return, when our marriage was declared.
Her happiness or misery were in my hands; and
who could trifle with such a deposit ?
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I can easily fancy a more agreeable compa-
nion for my journey of life, but, upon my ho-
nour, I have never seen the individual instance-
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Circumstanced